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INTRODUCTION 

Perhaps  one  of  the  remarkable  features  of  Prairie  Parsonage 
Poems  is  the  unusual  situation  in  which  this  book  was  written. 

As  someone  has  said,  there  are  poets  and  poets,  and  some 
poets  go  on  forever.  Others  write  poems  which  are  forgotten 
and  never  published. 

Perhaps  some  of  our  best  American  poetry  was  not  written 
for  the  purpose  of  being  published,  but  like  many  of  the 
African  natives'  songs,  and  the  rituals  of  the  American  Indians, 
was  created  to  perform  a  social  function,  or  to  describe  passion 
and  life  itself. 

So  it  was  with  Prairie  Parsonage  Poems.  For  these  poems 
were  not  written  for  book  publication,  but  are  a  climax  of 
the  efforts  of  two  servants  of  God  who  are  approaching  the 
Golden  Glory  of  the  fruits  of  their  labors  on  earth. 

If  they  had  their  way,  perhaps  Prairie  Parsonage  Poems 
might  never  have  been  published,  for  one  of  the  major  traits 
of  character  of  the  poets  is  a  genuine,  unassuming  modesty. 

To  say  that  the  senior  Dees'  were  surprised  to  hear  about 
their  life  work  being  compiled  in  such  a  book  as  this  would  be 
the  understatement  of  our   atomic   twentieth  century. 

These  poems  mean  much  to  me,  as  also  they  must  to  my 
three  brothers,  Sherwood,  Lloyde  and  David,  and  to  my  sister, 
Frances,  for  we  all  have  lived  in  the  spiritual  setting  amidst 
the  joys  and  sorrows  of  the  quarter  of  a  century  during  which 
the  poems  were  written. 

The  editor  is  not  a  poet.  Whether  the  poems  in  Prairie 
Parsonage  Poems  by  the  poetic  Dees'  will  live  and  be  acclaimed 
depends  on  the  ages  to  come. 

Tampa,  Florida.  Jesse  Walter  Dees,  Jr. 

1951  Editor. 


THERE  SHALL  BE  LIGHT 

I  know  God  lives.   In  the  dark  night 
When  I  awake,  His  voice  I  hear; 
I  see  His  face,  though  not  by  sight. 
Through  prayer  I  see  Him,  feel  Him  near 
Ready  to  help,  ready  to  hear 
All  in  my  heart  I  hold  most  dear. 
I  pause  to  listen:  "Peace  be  still, 
Just  kiss  the  cross  and  do  My  will." 

I  pray  for  men  gone  forth  to  fight 
(For  freedom,  justice,  peace  and  right)  ; 
Unnumbered  foe  who  domineer 
Far-flung  fronts  with  fiendish  might. 
A  still,  small  voice  says,  "Hush  thy  fear; 
After  dark  night,  there  shall  be  Light." 
Light  to  lift  men  up  to  thee, 
Living  Lord  of  Liberty! 

Christmas  1942 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Dees 
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CHRISTMAS   1938 

On  Bethlehem's  hills  lie  hidden 
Soldiers  who  war  this  cold  night. 
Thy  stable  stood  where  they  gather 
To  make  plans  for  their  next  fight. 
Thy  chosen  People,  here  and  there, 
Are  plundered,  stripped  and  cast  down. 
Yet  gift  of  Christmas  everywhere 
Came  to  Jews  from  Judea's  town. 
How  strange  that  war  and  hate  persist 
When  peace,  good  will,  all  that's  good, 
Was  born  that  day,  so  far  away 
In  Jesus  and  His  brotherhood. 

Come  into  our  hearts,  Lord  Jesus, 
Come  into  our  hearts  to  stay. 
We  would  see  the  star  of  promise 
And  worship  this  Christmas  day. 
This  old  world's  still  ruled  by  Herod 
With  taxes  and  greed  and  war. 
We  need  the  song  of  the  angels. 
We  need  to  follow  the  star. 
Come  into  our  hearts,  Lord  Jesus, 
Expel  race  hatred  and  war. 
Then  we'll  be  able  to  listen 
And  follow  the  Christmas  star. 

F.  S.  D. 
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DEDICATION  POEM 

I  shall  forever  be  sixteen, 

A  lad  tall,  strong  and  athletic. 

Some  may  age,  hair  whiten,  arm  lean 

On  trusty  cane  or  walking-stick. 

I  shall  forever  be  sixteen. 

God  called  me  young,  when  life  was  new. 
From  clean,  square  games  and  honest  toil, 
From  honest  soil,  bird-song,  sunrise 
To  lasting  life  beyond  the  skies, 
Eternal  joy,  eternal  boy! 
No  sorrow,  sin,  or  "might  have  been." 
I  shall  forever  be  sixteen. 

(Dedicated  to  Francis  Parrett  who  died 
July  28,  1937  at  sixteen  years  of  age.) 
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NORMAN  K.   FUNK 

January   13,   1923-November  21,   1939 

Because  I  lived,  a  Cross  burns  bright 
Above  an  altar  in  plain  sight. 
Because  I  lived  a  Cross  burns  bright 
Above  a  Bible.    I  cast  light 
On  worshipers  who  seek  the  right. 
"In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime." 
Because  I  lived,  a  Cross  burns  bright. 

God  called  me  young,  when  life  was  new, 

From  school  and  games,  Church  worship,  too, 

From  honest  toil,  bird-song,  sunrise, 

To  lasting  life  beyond  the  skies. 

My  life  shines  on  with  winning  light 

Because  I  lived,  a  Cross  shines  bright. 

F.  S.  D. 

(Written  after  an  electric  cross  was  placed  in 

the  Mahomet  Methodist  Church  in  memory  of 

Norman  K.  Funk.) 
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FAREWELL  MAHOMET 

Mahomet,  town  of  stately  trees, 
Welcoming  bridges  as  one  nears 
Bespeak  thy  hospitalities. 
We  thank  thee  much  for  three  good  years. 

Three  years  in  which  to  preach  and  teach 
The  wonders  of  the  righteous  way; 
Three  years  in  which  to  call  and  reach 
The  people  living  day  by  day. 

Mahomet,  town  of  stately  trees, 
Farewell!    Thy  bridges  bear  us  hence. 
Soon  memories,  sweet  memories, 
Shall  bind  our  hearts  in  recompense. 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Dees  and  family. 
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CHRISTMAS    1939 

Midst  war,  (ear  and  desolation 
Europe  waits  this  Christmas  night. 
Where  Luther  dared  protest  his  faith 
In  Divine  grace  thru  works  and  right. 
The  Nazis  meet  with  mines  and  bombs 
For  sinkings  and  airplane  flight. 
The  British,  too,  like  crafty  cats 
Slyly  wait  to  pounce  and  bite. 
While  the  Russian  bear  licks  his  chops 
At  easy  Finland's  plight. 
Martial-mad  "might-makes-right"  men 
Of  many  lands,  let  morals  down; 
Content  to  act  on  fancied  slight 
And  devil  take  the  hindmost  crown. 
Yet  war's  the  thing,  with  hate  supreme 
They  fight  and  blight  the  truth  and  right. 
Soldiers  here  and  soldiers  there 
Defense,  aggression,  everywhere. 
How  strange  that  war  and  hate  persist! 
When  peace,  good  will,  all  that's  good 
Was  born  that  day,  so  far  away 
In  Jesus  and  his  Brotherhood! 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Dees 
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WENDELL  L.   WILLKIE 

Wendell  L.  Willkie,  Indiana's  son, 

Ex-Democrat  of  the  Publican  fold. 

Nominated  chief  Republican  son 

Dark  horse,  like  Lincoln,  with  future  unknown, 

Emancipator,  man  phenomenon, 

Long-wished-for  leader,  a  pot  of  gold, 

Like  Lincoln,  Indiana  was  his  home. 

Light  and  law  buys  him  food,  brings  him  gold. 

When  sure  defenses  must  be  tho't  upon, 

Imagination  sees  him  taking  hold. 

Labor's  cause  he  will  uphold,  mill  or  farm. 

Lover  of  peace  with  charity  for  all. 

Key-man  of  the  GOP  in  the  fall 

Industrial  magnate,  now  leader  bold, 

Election  brings  him  woe  or  joy  untold. 

F.  S.  D. 

(First  letter  of  each  line  spells 
Wendell  L.  Willkie.) 
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THE  RED  CROSS 

Red  Cross,  kind  mother  of  our  sons 
When  fallen  in  the  fray, 
Help  me  to  roll  and  fold  this  gauze, 
Patiently  today. 

This  dressing  white  I  fold  for  one 
Who  shed  his  blood  for  me. 
Some  mother's  son,  perhaps  my  own, 
Awaits  my  loyalty. 

Red  Cross,  good  mother  of  our  sons, 
What  care  I  for  the  joys 
My  earthly  self  would  choose  to  have 
When  I  think  of  our  boys. 

Our  boys  now  fighting  over  there, 
For  America's  very  life, 
Need  our  bandages  and  dressings 
To  save  them  in  the  strife. 

Red  Cross,  great  mother  of  our  sons, 
Forgive  my  feverish  way, 
Help  me  to  roll  and  fold  this  gauze, 
Tenderly  today. 

F.  S.  D. 


[14] 


OUR  SONS 

Muffled  drums!  Muffled  drums!  Muffled  drums! 

Marching  men  march  now  as  of  yore. 

Blast  of  guns!  Blast  of  guns!  Blast  of  guns! 

Living  men  die,  to  live  no  more. 

Drums  and  guns!  Drums  and  guns!  Drums  and  guns! 

God  grant  but  Peace  to  these  our  sons. 

Not  warm  blood  on  battlefield  spilled, 
But  live  men  saved  and  service  filled 
To  brother  man,  serve  God  above, 
May  these  our  sons  live,  learn,  toil,  love. 

And  found  a  home,  rear  progeny. 
Build  stately  homes  of  destiny. 
Heroes  of  Peace;  not  war  and  hate, 
Victors  of  life;  not  doomed  by  fate. 

A  chance  to  grow,  to  till  the  soil, 

Carve  wood,  tend  herds,  read  books.  See  God 

In  woods  and  stream,  in  star  and  clod, 

In  everything  that's  good,  see  God. 

Not  war  and  hate.   Not  drums  and  guns. 
God  grant  but  Peace  for  these  our  sons. 

F.  S.  D. 
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PINE  TREES 

God  give  me  pines,  so  I  shall  see 

Pointed  green  boughs  against  ethereal  blue, 

God  give  me  pines,  so  I  shall  smell 

Spice-laden  breeze;  sweet  pungent  scent,  old  and  new. 

God  give  me  pines,  that  I  may  tread 

On  brown  cushion  needles,  carpeting  the  sod. 

God  give  me  pines,  so  I  shall  know 

The  evergreen,  the  eternal  proof  of  God. 

F.  S.  D. 

(Written  on  a  vacation  at  Tower  Hill  Camp, 
Sawyer,  Mich.) 
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MAHOMET 

Mahomet,  town  of  stately  trees! 
Bespeak  your  hospitalities. 
Your  Sangamon  still  flowing  clear, 
Lures  fish,  fowl,  folks  with  mysteries! 

Mahomet  homes  hold  priceless  souls. 
Human  beings  like  you  and  me 
Who  fill  the  stores,  the  Church,  the  schools, 
Who  walk  the  streets  at  liberty. 
Who  buy  and  sell  and  sow  and  reap, 
And  live  their  lives,  that  all  may  see 
Their  town's  the  thing  they  glory  in, 
A  middlewest  town,  good  and  free. 

Mahomet  boasts  accredited  schools 
Where  youth  can  learn  as  is  God's  plan. 
To  think  and,  thinking,  use  life's  rules 
In  sportsmanship,  until  they  can 
Gain  livelihood.  So  are  books  tools 
With  which  we  work  boy  into  man. 
Mahomet  schools!    Long  may  they  stand! 
The  hope  and  bulwark  of  our  land. 
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Your  Churches  three,  of  different  creed, 
Reach  up  to  God  and  out  to  man. 
Welcoming  all  who  will  give  heed. 
By  open  door  and  choirs  who  can 
Sing  hymns  of  praise.   The  preacher's  feed 
The  hungry  flock,  as  is  God's  plan, 
By  Scriptural  word,  then  intercede 
With  God  in  prayer.   Till  up  from  man 
To  heaven  on  high,  mute  prayers  proceed, 
All  God's  children  have  spiritual  need. 

Mahomet,  town  of  Brotherhood, 

May  each  one  serve  this  town  we  love, 

That  year  by  year  the  common  good 

Of  homes,  school,  Church,  God  may  approve. 

F.  S.  D. 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

I  think  that  there  will  never  be 

A  man  as  noble  as  was  he. 

A  man  who  loved  in  life  to  wear 

Rough  clothes,  carefree,  eat  simple  fare. 

A  man  who  knew  we  could  not  be 

Half  Negro  slave,  half  white  and  free. 

To  bind  North,  South,  was  his  desire 

That  this  our  land  might  reign  entire. 

'Twas  he  who  proved  the  national  worth 
Of  law  by  all  for  all  on  earth. 
This  man  who  like  the  Nazarene 
Lone,  burden-pressed,  kindly  of  men 
To  brother  man,  both  bound  and  free, 
Chose  truth,  right  and  eternity. 

Fair  Illinois,  thy  noblest  son, 

Rests  from  his  work,  his  greatness  won. 

We  honor  him  this  natal  day 

And  at  his  feet  our  wreaths  would  lay. 

Emancipator,  Martyr,  Friend. 

God  grant  that  we  may  comprehend 

And  learn  to  love  this  hero  grand 

That  we,  too,  may  enrich  our  land. 

F.  S.  D. 
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THE  P.  T.  A. 

As  an  acorn  is  to  an  oak 

So  is  a  child  to  man, 

A  thing  infinitely  small 

Yet  boundless  in  its  span. 

As  needs  the  acorn  e'er  it  grow 

Sun,  rain  and  waiting  sod, 

So  needs  the  child,  warmth,  rest  and  food, 

Mother,  home,  school  and  God. 

We,  adults,  mean  our  child  shall  have 

Advantages  many. 

To  this  end  came  our  P.  T.  A. 

A  right,  good  help  to  many. 

P  is  for  parents,  you  and  me, 

T  is  for  teachers,  kind, 

A  for  association,  large, 

And  all  for  soul  and  mind. 

That  you  and  I  may  understand 

Our  child,  his  work,  his  school. 

Come,  parents!   Join  this  helpful  band 

Help  your  child  do  his  best. 

Then  will  you  bless  our  P.  T.  A., 

And  leave  to  fate  the  rest. 

F.  S.  D. 
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AT  HOME 

At  home,  whene'er  I  lift  my  eyes 

I  see  cornfields,  trees  and  blue  skies, 

The  little  road  on  which  I  trod 

To  schools  and  woods  and  church  and  God. 

At  home,  whene'er  I  lift  my  eyes, 
I  seem  to  see  with  some  surprise 
Man  of  the  boy  I  used  to  be, 
Not  farmer  boy  but  preacher  me. 

God  grant  my  five  when  life  is  run 
May  greet  with  joy  the  setting  sun, 
Seeing  the  road  on  which  I  trod 
From  boy  to  man,  from  hope  to  God. 

F.  S.  D. 

(Dedicated  to  J.  W.  D.—1934.) 
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ATOMIC  POWER 

There  shall  be  power;  new,  great  atomic  power 

To  use  against  the  foe. 

The  god  of  thunder,  Thor,  has  willed  it  so. 

From  deep  mines  his  mighty  hand  has  brought  to  light 

Pitchblende  and  uranium,  earth's  dynamite. 

Thor  shall  send  lightning,  wind,  thunder  and  rain 

And  Mars  shall  rain  bombs  from  high  bomber  planes 

For  Thor  has  given  to  Mars,  his  friend, 

This  power  atomic  that  Mars  may  send 

Electronic  force  to  blast  and  bend, 

Great  factoried  cities  that  tower  and  boom. 

Blast  them  from  the  ground ;  seal  them  in  a  tomb. 

Hiroshima  which  was,  and  now  is  not! 

A  Japanese  town  vanished  from  the  spot. 

Think  wisely,  you  war  lords,  and  choose  your  fate. 

Live  and  lose  face  or  shall  life  terminate? 

Atomic  power!   Just  one  bomb,  not  four, 

And  the  place  thereof  shall  exist  no  more! 

"God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 

Lord  of  our  far-flung  battle  line, 

Beneath  whose  awful  hand  we  hold 

Dominion  over  palm  and  pine — 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget — lest  we  forget." 

F.  S.  D. 
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THE  GRAIN-SAVING  RAIN 

Praise  God  for  rain, 

Saving  the  grain! 

First  rain,  then  sun,  then  grain  and  bread. 

So  shall  God's  hungry  ones  be  fed. 

Praise  God  for  rain, 

Saving  the  grain! 

F.  S.  D. 
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IN  MEMORIAM 

0  little,  lonely  grave  so  far  away, 

Bare,  unadorned  and  unapproved! 

Do  you  feel  wronged  on  this  Memorial  Day, 

Forgotten,  bleak  and  unbeloved? 

Nearby  a  loving  hand  drops  wreath  or  flower 
While  secret  prayer  escapes  the  lips. 
Oh,  may  some  kind  wind  blow  a  flower 
Upon  thy  desolate,  green  breast! 

Gone  but  not  forgotten,  till  life  shall  end, 
Distance  alone  keeps  me  away. 
Dear  loving  thoughts  to  you  shall  ever  wend, 
O  little  grave  so  far  away! 

F.  S.  D. 
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HOLLYHOCKS 

I  never  loved  white  hollyhocks 
Till  they  grew  by  my  kitchen  door. 
Tall,  stately  maids,  in  fine  white  frocks, 
My  hollyhock  ladies  stand. 

Their  sisters  gay,  of  cheery  mien, 
Are  all  dressed  in  colors  galore; 
Red,  pink  and  wine  are  often  seen 
On  this  merry  gypsy  band. 

Hollyhock  ladies,  white  of  hue, 
Like  brides  of  the  species  you  stand. 
Waiting  the  call  to  e'er  prove  true, 
The  promise  of  loves  command. 

God  freely  sows  hollyhock  seed, 
Both  gypsy  red  and  bridal  hue, 
Knowing  the  world  has  dual  need 
Of  cheerfulness  and  promise,  too. 
So  I  am  glad,  as  I  have  said, 
For  flower  friends,  pink,  white  and  red. 

F.  S.  D. 
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FATHER'S  DAY 

God  bless  fathers  in  the  U.  S.  A. 

On  June  19th,  "Father's  Day," 

The  big  day  for  Mother  was  May  8, 

My,  and  did  we  celebrate 

With  cards  and  flowers  and  presents  sweet, 

All  neatly  laid  at  Mother's  feet. 

Now  Pa,  the  breadwinner,  has  his  turn 

To  get  not  give,  also  to  learn 

How  Ma  and  the  children  rate  their  man 

Who  works  and  gives,  all  he  can. 

Serve  him  breakfast  in  bed  on  his  day, 

Give  him  a  tie  and  a  bouquet. 

As  you  believe  in  the  Marshall  Plan, 

Be  good  to  that  pay  check,  your  Old  Man. 

F.  S.  D. 
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HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

Happy  New  Year  to  Rankin! 
All  happiness  to  you. 
Put  away  death  and  war-sin. 
Put  on  peace,  long  overdue. 
Year  '46,  we  pledge  you  peace! 

New  Year's  blessing  on  each  one, 

Each  G.  I.  Joe  and  tar  who 

Worked  that  the  war  might  be  won. 

Year's  end  has  come,  now  New  Year 
Enters  a  white  page,  to  write 
About  peace  without  fear. 
Reunited  nations,  we  pledge  peace! 

F.  S.  D. 

Dec.  27,  1943 
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CHRISTMAS    1948 

Are  the  hills  of  Judea  still  covered  with  sheep 

As  they  were  many  years  ago  ? 

Do  the  shepherds  still  look  for  a  bright  Christmas  Star? 

To  lead  them,  with  heavenly  glow, 

Down  the  hills,  along  the  road,  past  the  crowded  inn, 

On,  on  "even  to  Bethlehem"? 

Again  we  celebrate  thy  birth.   War  is  past 

Yet  Jew  and  Arab  war  and  die 

While  Russia  still  wages  "cold  war" 

With  the  West 

Until  there  is  no  peace.  We  lie 

Who  sing  "Joy  to  the  World,"  "Peace  and  Good  Will  to  Men, 

"O  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem." 

"No  room  at  the  inn!"   Room  in  our  hearts 

There  must  be, 

How  can  we  find  Peace  without  Thee? 

F.  S.  D. 
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JERUSALEM ! 

(First  verse  from  an  old  Hymn.) 

"Jerusalem  the  golden 
With  milk  and  honey  blest! 
Beneath  thy  contemplation, 
Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest. 
I  know  not,  O,  I  know  not 
What  joys  await  us  there 
What  radiancy  of  glory! 
What  bliss  beyond  compare." 

Jerusalem  the  modern, 

New  home  of  Israel  State 

Beneath  thy  contemplation 

We  tremble  at  thy  fate 

For  Arab,  Jew,  Egyptian 

Attack  on  every  side. 

Thy  hallowed  ground  is  blood-stained 

Despite  U.  N.  divide. 

Jerusalem  the  holy, 

To  Jew,  Mohammedan! 

Where  Christ  yearned  o'er  the  city 

And  prophets  died  by  stone. 

How  oft  would  He  have  drawn  thee 

To  Him  while  on  this  spot, 

As  gathered  hen  her  chickens, 

But  thou  Zion  would  not! 


[29] 


EASTER    1950 

Christ  is  risen!   Again  He  walks  the  earth, 
This  world,  He  so  loved  and  that  gave  Him  birth. 
He  preaches  in  the  church  of  God's  great  love. 
He  teaches  in  the  school,  the  home,  the  club. 
He  lingers  in  the  hospital  and  fain 
Would  heal  there  everyone  on  beds  of  pain. 
He  meets  with  the  U.  N.  and  helps  them  solve 
World  problems  that  the  nations  do  involve. 

Christ  is  risen!   He  lives  in  the  hearts  of  men 

Who  serve  Him  and  bid  Him  enter  in. 

Some  who  love  Him  not  would  destroy  His  world. 

They  stand  with  bomb  in  hand  ready  to  hurl. 

O  God,  save  Thy  people  for  Thou  alone 

Can'st  hold  the  hand  that  holds  the  bomb  near  thrown. 

Give  us  world  government  of  the  Christian  school. 

Then  each  land  will  be  ruled  by  the  Golden  Rule. 

F.  S.  D. 
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THAT   THEY  MAY  GIVE 

God   sends    the   sunshine, 
God  sends  the  rain, 
God  gives  the  harvest 
Of  golden  grain. 

Man  lends  his  labor, 
Man  lends  his  skill, 
And  partners  with  God 
His  needs  to  fill. 

A  hungry  world  waits 
Its  bins  to  fill 
On  man's  partnership 
To  do  God's  will. 


(1947) 
F.  S.  D. 
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MOTHER'S  DAY 

We  meet  today  in  this  fair  land 

To  grasp  dear  Mother  by  the  hand, 

To  press  her  cheek  as  of  yore, 

When  we  heard  her  rhythms  o'er  and  o'er. 

Around  the  fireside  now  we  sit 
And  see  dear  Mother  sew  and  knit. 
Her  voice  again  we  hear,  anew, 
With  memory  fresh  as  morning  dew. 

Lovingly  she  kisses  her  children  seven. 
Thrice  little  ones  had  gone  to  heaven, 
Three  flowerlets  had  in  autumn  fell, 
No  one  Mother's  sorrow  could  tell. 

We  hear  her  step  and  see  her  form. 
Recall  her  calm  in  life's  storm; 
As  one  of  old  on  the  sea 
Stilled  the  waves  of  Galilee. 

As  we  pause,  on  this  day, 
When  open  the  sweet  flowers  of  May, 
To  give  to  Mother  praises  due, 
May  we  ever  to  her  be  true. 

O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 
As  one  by  one  we  hear  Thy  call; 
May  Mother's  memory  always  vernal, 
Gently  lead  us  to  Life  Eternal. 

J.  W.  D. 

[32] 


SPRING 

Spring  is  coming, 
South  birds  humming; 
Yes,  a  robin's  here 
With  yellow  vest  fair. 

Bees  are  working, 
No  time  for  shirking; 
The  sun  is  bright 
With  morning  light. 

Sap  is  flowing, 
Buds  are  growing; 
Feel  the  balmy  air? 
Spring  is  everywhere. 

Frogs  are  croaking, 
No  time  for  joking, 
Be  up  and  doing, 
Sloth  now  eschewing. 

Tis  seedtime  now, 
Cast  in  the  plow; 
Harvest  comes  aglow 
To  those  who  early  sow. 

J.  W.  D. 
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GOOD  MORNING,   LITTLE  TULIP 

Good  morning,  little  tulip. 
Where  were  you  on  that  day, 
When  winter  wind  o'er  you  skipped; 
When  snow's  mantle  o'er  you  lay? 

Have  not  seen  you  about, 
Not  since  last  Eastertide; 
When  Westwind  blew  so  stout 
Rambling  o'er  the  hillside. 

Come,  tell  of  Winterland, 
The  storm,  the  frost  and  snow: 
How  seems  nature's  hand 
That  long  has  held  you  low? 

Been  down  under  the  sod, 

All  tucked  away  so  low, 

Getting  acquainted  with  God; 

Till  He  spoke  to  the  wind  and  snow. 

(1942) 

J.  W.  D. 
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ASPIRATION 

I  saw  the  apple  tree, 
Dead,  as  I  could  see; 
But  the  blossoms  red 
Soon  their  fragrance  will  shed. 

I  saw  a  robin's  nest 
Dead,  as  all  the  rest; 
But  soon  mother  bird 
Will  make  her  voice  heard. 

I  saw  a  lilybud  white, 
That  will  sleep  tonight; 
But  on  the  early  morn 
A  flower  will  be  born. 

I  saw  a  happy  child, 
Roaming  the  hillside,  wild; 
Roaming  o'er  the  sod 
Born  to  do  the  will  of  God. 

(1946) 

J.  W.  D. 
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God  is  good; 
Sing  it  o'er, 
God  is  good, 
Sing  with  power. 

His  the  spring; 
His  the  flood, 
Let  us  sing, 
God  is  good. 

Wrong  is  man, 
God  is  right, 
The  world  scan, 
Sing  with  might. 

Look  as  we  may, 
God  is  good, 
Men  have  a  say, 
God  is  good. 

J.  W.  D. 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  SONG 

Hark,  the  day  of  Messiah's  birth. 
The  day  which  heaven  kissed  the  earth, 
Of  prophet  and  bard  so  sweetly  told, 
The  message  vernal,  ever  new,  ever  old. 

Came  the  wise  men  from  afar, 
Thither  lead  by  that  bright  star; 
Gifts  of  frankincense,  myrrh  and  gold 
Brought  they  that  night  clear  and  cold. 

Came  the  shepherds  from  a  field 
Searching  what  Bethlehem  may  yield 
In  response  to  that  sweet  song 
Caroled  that  eve  by  the  heavenly  throng. 

Sang  the  heavenly  host  above 

Of  God's  mercy  and  of  God's  love 

To  all  mankind  on  earth,  peace  and  good  will, 

The  melody  echoed,  then  doth  it  bring 

Of  what  thence  did  angels  sing? 

The  noblest  theme  e'er  heard  on  earth 

The  story  of  our  Saviour's  birth! 

December  21,  1926 

J.  W.  D. 
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A  HYMN  OF  FAITH 

Shall  we  prove  the  rose  is  red, 
Shall  we  prove  the  bluebell  blue. 
Shall  we  prove  the  golden  sunset 
With  all  its  golden  hue? 

Shall  we  prove  in  that  land, 

Mothers  shall  clasp  their  children's  hand, 

Press  their  lips  as  of  yore, 

When  lullabys  were  sung  o'er  and  o'er? 

Nay!   We  ask  no  such  test; 
God  knoweth  that  which  is  best. 
Saith  Jesus:    "Because  I  live  ye  shall  live.' 
Tis  all  the  answer  we  can  gi^e. 

J.  W.  D. 
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THE  WOOING  OF  JESUS 

God  is  calling  on  life's  highway 
As  we  pass  along  the  road 
Dost  thou  hear  Him  gently  say, 
"Pilgrim,  I  will  take  thy  load?" 

As  a  child  He  called  thee 
Ere  thou  His  name  didst  know, 
Food  and  raiment  freely  gave  thee, 
Little  thought  didst  thou  show. 

Yea,  how  oft  would  the  Nazarene 
Freely  take  the  yoke  of  all 
If  we  would  ask  this  friend  unseen, 
If  we  would  upon  Him  call. 

Behold,  He  standeth  at  the  door 
Dost  thou  hear  the  constant  knock? 
"I  will  pass  the  threshold  o'er 
If  thou'll  now  the  door  unlock." 

May  the  sweet  perfumed  Presence 
Of  the  Man  of  Galilee, 
Bear  to  thy  soul  sweet  incense, 
May  He  now  approve  of  thee! 

(In  "Prairie  Pulpit") 

J.  W.  D. 
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CHRISTMAS  COMES  AGAIN 

Christmas,  the  high  tide  of  the  year 
Again  is  drawing  very  near. 
Bells  and  songs  all  a-humming; 
Tell  us  of  its  silent  coming. 

Good  old  Santa  with  his  toys 
For  happy  girls,  for  happy  boys. 
Sure  he's  coming  out  our  way, 
With  his  reindeer  and  his  sleigh. 

It  is  the  time  of  joy  and  song 
For  which  the  world  waited  long; 
Til  shepherds  heard  the  angels  say 
At  last  it  is  the  Golden  Day. 

May  its  message  ever  abide 
Thru  many  a  moon,  many  a  tide; 
"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men," 
'Til  God  sends  for  His  Son  again. 

December  21,  1947 

J.  W.  D. 
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CHRIST  THE  GOOD   SHEPHERD 

Christ  the  Shepherd  good 
Comes  to  bring  brotherhood; 
Lambs  He'll  safely  fold. 
Sweetest  story  ever  told. 

Loves  He  black  and  brown 
From  countryside  and  town; 
Yellow  and  the  white, 
All  alike  in  His  sight. 

The  rich  and  the  poor 
Christ  will  ne'er  ignore; 
All  who  bring  their  strife 
May  gain  eternal  life. 

Come,  be  a  brother, 

Peacefully  dwell  with  one  another; 

Loving  kindness  let  us  see, 

As  in  Him  of  Galilee. 

J.  W.  D. 
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TO  MY  BOY  DAVE 

A  boy  named  Dave 
Needs  a  shave; 
Sure  the  lad 
Is  loved  by  Dad. 

He  is  a  hummer 
Not  a  bummer. 
Some  day  we'll  see 
If  president  he'll  be. 

Muscles  stout. 
He  jumps  about. 
Lad  he  is 
Who  knows  his  biz. 


J.  W.  D. 
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Behold  I  stand  and  knock 
At  the  threshold  of  thy  door. 
If  thou  wilt  the  door  unlock 
I  will  pass  the  portals  o'er. 

I  have  come  to  sup  with  thee. 
Shall  we  sit  together? 
Wilt  thou  open  the  door  to  me 
And  not  its  latch  tether? 

Blest  be  thou  child  of  mine 
I  am  come  thee  to  bless. 
Come  to  mingle  human  and  divine, 
Come  thy  needy  soul  to  caress. 

Happy  indeed  today  is  he 
Who  opens  the  door  to  me. 
Mysteries  of  my  Kingdom  will  I  tell 
To  those  who  love  me  well. 

J.  W.  D. 
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TO  MY   FRIEND,   HOLLY 

Do  you  know  the  world  is  dying 
For  a  little  bit  of  love? 
Yet  there's  one  of  whom  I'm  thinking 
Who  shows  love  from  heaven  above. 

To  sunny  California 

The  state  of  fruit  and  tan 

She  wends  her  way  and  takes  her  love 

In  service  sweet  to  man. 

Oh,  Holly,  generous  Holly! 
Showering  love  from  heaven  above 
May  your  friends  and  loved  ones  pass  on 
Your  heavenly  gift  of  love. 

Frances  Sherwood  Dees 
Dec.  15,  1946 

(Note:  Written  on  the  occasion  of  the  removal  to 
California  of  Mrs.  John  Holloivay  of  Ma- 
homet, Illinois.) 
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LORD  AND  MASTER 

God  calleth  unto  thee, 
Be  as  the  one  of  Galilee. 
Like  the  tree  by  the  river 
Shalt  thou  ever  be  a  giver. 

Shall  the  right  ever  be? 
Shall  men  the  good  see? 
Truly  they  abide  ever. 
Sin  can  not  the  twain  sever. 

Shall  not  the  Lord  of  all 
Restore  us  from  the  Fall? 
Be  it  Adam,  be  it  Eve, 
Sin  hath  power  to  deceive. 

Science  alone  can  not  save 

A  soul's  ransom  from  the  grave, 

Only  Grace  can  restore 

Us  to  the  Master  as  of  yore. 

J.  W.  D. 
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HOWDY,  MR.   ROBIN 

Howdy,  Mr.  Robin,  where  have  you  been? 
Away  down  South,  back  home  again. 
You  are  truly  a  happy  little  fellow 
With  your  coat  of  gray  and  vest  of  yellow. 

Mighty  glad  to  see  you  this  happy  day 
Somehow  you  drive  the  blues  away. 
There  you  are  singing  in  the  rain 
Telling  us  truly  life  is  not  in  vain. 

It  is  not  raining  rain  to  you, 

It  is  raining  daffodils, 

You  bring  a  message  new, 

Spring  and  your  song  my  cup  of  joy  fills. 

J.  W.  D. 
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A  SONG  OF  SPRING 

Up,  up  my  soul  sings, 
Birds  are  on  the  wing, 
Vault  the  deep  blue  sky 
For  Spring  draweth  nigh. 

Up,  up  my  soul  sings, 
Tell  all  of  coming  Spring. 
Shall  we  not  rejoice 
At  the  South  wind's  voice? 

Up,  up  my  soul  sings, 
Why  to  lowlands  cling? 
Is  not  thy  soul  free, 
Made  so  by  one  of  Galilee? 

Up,  up  my  soul  sings, 
May  no  earthly  thing 
Close  the  vaulted  dome, 
Rob  thee  of  eternal  home. 

Up,  up  my  soul,  rejoice. 
Hearest  thou  nature's  voice? 
Telling  of  things  to  be. 
Spring  is  like  eternity. 

J.  W.  D. 
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The  seed  of  the  Righteous  shall  be  fed 
Of  the  Good  Shepherd  shall  he  be  led, 
In  the  days  of  toil,  in  the  day  of  strife 
Shall  his  household  find  eternal  life. 

Sin  flaunts  itself;  seems  so  puffed  up 
Drinks  deep  of  Epicure's  flowing  cup 
Fain  would  it  have  us  to  think 
Life  is  empty  without  strong  drink. 

Judgment  truly  must  we  use 
To  sift  the  grain  from  refuse. 
True  discussion  must  we  hold 
To  discern  the  dross  from  the  gold. 

May  17,  1938 

J.  W.  D. 
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AUTUMN 

Autumn,  autumn,  the  evening  of  the  year; 
Again  thy  footsteps  are  drawing  very  near. 
The  iocust,  by  his  dismal  humming, 
Tells  us  of  thy  silent  coming. 

Jack  Frost,  with  his  sickle  so  keen, 
Will  turn  brown  what  once  was  green. 
Yes,  that  busy  little  fellow 
Will  paint  oak  and  maple  yellow. 

Springtime,  seedtime,  happy  robintime; 
All  join  to  help  this  happy  rhyme. 
Harvest  moon  will  be  here  soon 
To  aid  cornshuckers'  merry  tune. 

The  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide 
Gives  a  message  far  and  wide. 
Men,  work  today  while  in  your  prime ; 
All  will  be  well  at  the  Great  Harvesttime. 

September  8,  1950 

J.  W.  D. 
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CHRISTMAS    195  0 

There's  Christmas  in  the  air  tonight 
And  Christmas  carols  bring  delight, 
Delight  of  man  who  loves  to  sing 
Of  other  things  than  merely  spring. 
Now  sing  we  of  a  mother,  mild, 
And  Jesus  Christ  her  holy  child. 

Twas  Christmas  on  the  earth  that  night 
When  shepherds  wondered  at  the  sight, 
The  sight  of  God  come  down  to  earth 
In  Mary's  babe  of  lowly  birth. 
They  heard  the  angels'  song  of  peace. 
Peace  on  the  earth  that  would  not  cease. 

There's  Christmas  in  the  world  tonight 
And  Christian  hope  of  love  and  right. 
The  right  of  man  to  live  in  peace, 
In  brotherhood  that  shall  not  cease. 
Now  work  we  for  this  endless  peace, 
Joy  to  the  world,  good  will  and  peace. 

Frances  Sherwood  Dees 
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NEW  YEAR'S  DAY,    1951 

Another  year  in  which  to  grow, 
Another  year  in  which  to  show 
God's  wondrous  love,  that  all  may  know 
We  stand  for  Christ.    God  help  us  grow. 
Bless  our  lives  and  may  they  be 
Consecrated,  Lord  to  Thee. 

F.  S.  D. 
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Prairie  Parsonage  Poems  is  an 
inspiring  collection  of  verse  grow- 
ing out  of  a  quarter  of  a  century 
of  life  in  a  dozen  Methodist  par- 
sonages throughout  central  Illi- 
nois. 

The  poems  come  from  the 
heart,  from  the  daily  toils,  joys 
and  sorrows  of  a  praying  parson 
and  his  wife  as  they  lived  and 
flourished  in  the  little  towns  of 
Illinois  —  Manteno,  Princeville, 
Monica,  Oneida,  Maxey,  Strong- 
hurst,  Maple  Grove,  Victoria, 
Wataga,  Mahomet,  Fisher  and 
Rankin. 

Each  of  these  poems  appeared 
either  in  a  small  town  newspaper 
or  in  the  publication,  "The 
Prairie  Pulpit." 
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